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in the crowd, Alfred was almost sorry lie was not half-
witted too.

At last he was marched off to his dormitory with
fifty-five others, and lay for a long time listening with
the fascination of innocence whilst Clem in a low voice
described with much detail the scenes of "human
nature " which he had recently witnessed down hopping
with his people. Almost before he was weU asleep, as
it seemed, the strange new life began again with the
bray of a bugle and the flaring of gas, and he had to
hurry down to the model lavatory to wash under his
special little jet of warm spray, so elaborately con-
trived in the hope of keeping ophthalmia in check.

So, with drills and scrubbings and breakfasts and
schools, the great circles of childhood's days and nights
went by, each distinguished from another only by the
dinner and the Sunday services. And from first to
last the pauper child was haunted by the peculiar
pauper smell, containing elements of whitewash, damp
boards, soap, steam, hot pipes, the last dinner and the
next, corduroys, a little chlorate of lime, and the bodies
of hundreds of children. It was not unwholesome.

IV

i

One thing shed a light over the days as it approached,
and then left them dark till the hope of its return
brought a dubious twilight. Once a month, on a Satur-
day afternoon, Mrs. Reeve had promised to come and
sec the two children. She might have come oftener, for
considerable allowance was made for family affection.
But it was difficult enough in four weeks to lay by the
few pence which would take her down to the suburb.
Punctually at two she was at the gate, and till four she